372       To the Countess of Upper Ossory      [1732

Bentley2, who is dead, and for whom (the children) I have
placed a very small sum in the funds, which I am now to
transfer to them. I will say nothing of myself, though,
without being confined, I cannot at present take a journey.
I should be very glad to meet Lady Chewton, whom I have
not seen a great while. I do hear she is-very well, but
grown extremely thin.

Lord Hertford, I am certain, will be extremely sensible of
your Ladyship's attention. Any mark of regard for Lady
Hertford's memory will be dear to him. Every word he
utters is an encomium on her. Indeed, his grief is as
rational as it is deep; it is an uninterrupted funeral sermon
on her. Yet, though he is so devout, it was not tinged with
any of the commonplace litanies, with which pious people
often colour their want of feeling. His concern is too
sincere and too desponding to use any expressions that are
not genuine. Lady Hertford was his wife, friend, clerk,
and steward, and was as active as she was attached. Her
affection and zeal attended to everything, and her good
sense made everything easy to her; but I forget, and am
indulging my own sensations, while I meant only to do
justice to those of Lord Hertford.

1 hope Lord Ossory adjusted the squabbles of his regiment
to his satisfaction.

P.S. As I was going to seal this, I received your Lady-
ship's seconcl kind note. I wish the character could comfort
Lord Hertford, but it is no momentary satisfaction that can
close such a wound which every incident that reminds him
of his loss will open. It is justice to him to tell you that
the very morning Lady Hertford expired his first thought
was to have this tribute paid to her. I found a note from

2  Bichard Bentley the younger,     dent, died in Abingdon Street, West-
Horace Walpole's former corrosion-    minster, in Oct. 1782.Lady of tne
